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In the red light of dawn they sailed into the river MandovL
The island of Divar in front of Goa could be seen, and the
little church upon the hill. Albuquerque, at the point of
death, rose from his bed and with support ho reached the
cabin door. The dying man leaned his shoulder against it
and looked once more upon his dearest conquest and his
future resting-place. Then he lay down for the last lime.

He died as the anchor slid its chain in Goa harbour.

They dressed him in the habit of a knight ot Santiago,
and carried him ashore in a boat all draped with black. The
natives of Goa, who had received JLopo Soaros so coldly, now
turned out with heart-rending wails and lamentations to
follow their dead conqueror to his grave. They said that
there must be war in Heaven, since God had sent for him!
D. Goterre de Monroy, the new captain of Goa, watched
with amazement their display of grief. " The King must-
have been misinformed about Afonso do Albuquerque," he
observed. " If he were as has been represented, these people
would not have loved him so!"

This love Lopo Soares took very much amiss. .Beeause
they kept Albuquerque's grave adorned with (lowers, and
talked to him as if he were alive, and brought him their
complaints, Lopo Soares desired to destroy both the chapel
and tomb. He did not venture quite so far, but he had the
upper storey of the chapel taken down.

He had to get what satisfaction he could out of this, for
he could not wipe his rival's imago from the, people's hearts,
He could, and did, try to destroy what Albuquerque had
built, and alter everything he had arranged, but to make the
generation that knew Albuquerque forget him was a more
hopeless task than Lopo Soares could suspect Four hundred
years have passed since Albuquerque's death, but his memory
is a cult at Goa to this day!